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Good news, folks! 
good news— 

William Allen White 
every week 

in JUDGE! 

Didn’t we tell you— 
good news? 

Yes, every week 

he’s going to write 

the Editorials. 

Not seriously, oh, no! 
Not on your JUDGE. 
He says: 

“I’m eager to do 

the JupGE thing 
because 

it will get me out 

of political discussion 
into 

a rather festive 

and hilarious 
discussion of life, 
society and manners, 
touching politics 

only satirically 

and lightly.” 

And that’s not all— 
No, sir! 

Every little while, 

in addition, 

he’s going to do 

some humorous fiction! 
The first of his articles 
is in—we’ve read it, 
it’s great! You'll say so. 
It’s in our current issue. 
Do it now ! 
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Drawn by Perry BARLow. 


“Man! 


So Have You 

“Who's this guy?” asked the low- 
brow, pointing to a piece of statuary. 

“That,” replied his guide, “is Atlas, 
the fabled giant of old, who supported 
the world on his shoulders.” 

“Huh! I've met a lot of ginks that 
thought they was him.” 
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Publicity Desired 

Warbucks—Ever been pinched for 
violating the traffic ordinance? 

Chauffeur (applying for job) — 
Never, sir. I’m as careful— 

“You won’t do at all. I’m looking 
for a peppy driver who'll co-operate 
with my press agent.” 


2 


Dat’ engyne must suttingly hab’ a mos’ powerful mainspring.” 


May Be Necessary 

“Who is in charge of arrangements 
for the Disarmament Conference in 
Washington?” 

“I don’t know. Why?” 

“Somebody ought to tip them off 
to frisk the delegates for concealed 
weapons.” 





Why Be Wiser 


By EDWIN BAIRD 


66 ELL, well, well!” delightedly 
\\ exclaimed the smart-looking 
stranger, rising from his 

seat in the smoking-car. “If it isn’t 


MeWhinney! Of all men! How are 
you, Mac? Why, I haven’t seen you 
since—” 


The ungainly young man with the 
pasteboard suitcase, who had just 
boarded the train at Elmwood Junc- 
tion, smilingly interrupted: 

“I guess you’re making a little 


mistake, Mister. My name ain’t 
McWhinney.” 
“What!” The polished stranger, 


still shaking hands, scrutinized the 
yokel’s face. Then he laughed apolo- 
getically. “By George, you’re right! 
You’re not McWhinney! There’s a 
strong resemblance—fooled me com- 
pletely—but I see now your counten- 
ance is more intelligent. I hope you'll 
pardon my hasty blunder. Mean- 
while, won’t you sit here and smoke 
with me? My name,” he added, 
proffering an excellent cigar, “is De- 
Golyer—Thaddeus Meadowcroft De- 
Golyer.” 

“Mine’s Adolph Gooch,” said the 
gawk, sitting down, lighting the 
cigar and placing his feet on the 
cheap suitcase. “You in the cigar 
business, Mister?” 

“No,” smiled Mr. DeGolyer, “I’m 
chief of the Secret Service. Mc- 
Whinney was one of my best men.” 

“Huh?” 

“And I need a good man to take 
his place. What’s your line of work, 
Mr. Gooch?” 

“Why,” said Mr. Gooch, visibly 
flattered, “I ain’t never done noth- 
in’ but work on pa’s farm; but 
now I’m gonna look for a job in the 
City.” 

“I see. How would you like to be 
a detective?” 

After recovering from his shock, 
Mr. Gooch contrived to gasp: “I—lI’d 
like it!” 

“Good! I'll put you on my payroll 
at once’—plucking from his pockets 
some_ important- 
looking documents. 
“Your salary, at 
first, will not be 
large—only six hun- 
dred dollars a month 
—but there are 
many perquisites. 
MeWhinney often 
earned five thousand 
a month. You can 
do likewise.” 

The pop- 
eyed Gooch, 
too dazed for 4 





and nodded. Then 
he signed a paper, 
wrote thereon his 
age and birthplace, 
and whispered 
eagerly: 

“And now am ! 
a sure-enough de- 
tect-a-tive?” 

“Not quite. You 
haven’t your equip- 
ment yet.” De- 
Golyer exhibited a 
pair of handcuffs, 
a magnifying glass 
and a bright tin 
star. “The Secret 
Service,” he ex- 
plained, “requires 
a slight deposit on 
these—a small mat- 
ter of one hundred 
dollars.” 

Mr. Gooch 
evinced dismay. 
“Mister, I’m sorry. 
I been savin’ my 
money for thirteen 
years, and all I got 
is ninety-three dol- 
lars and. eighty-four cents.’ 

“Oh, well, give me what you have, 
and I’ll make up the remainder.” 

The grateful Gooch, his radiance 
restored, joyously removed his shoe 
and therefrom took a ragged bank- 
roll, which DeGolyer promptly pock- 
eted, magnanimously declining the 
eighty-four cents. 

“You are now,” said he, “a full- 
fledged detective, authorized to ar- 
rest any person who breaks the law 
For each arrest you will receive a 
bonus of fifty dollars. Take all law- 
breakers to detective headquarters, 
and collect your bonus there.” 

He then enumerated some of the 
laws—and there was an amazing 
variety of them, it seemed—that 
were commonly violated; and Mr. 
Gooch, agape, both hands behind his 
ears, listened breathlessly. 
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Drawn by WILLIAM CRU IKSHANK COOKE. 
Gooch takes his reluctant prisoner to 


police headquarters. 


cigarette 
“Don’t 


“And watch out for 
smokers,” he was warned. 
let one of them get away.” 

“Is it agin the law‘to smoke ciga- 
roots, Mister?” 

“Absolutely! Cigars and pipes are 
permitted. But cigarettes—no! Ar- 
restevery person you seesmokingone.” 

They parted at the City railroad 
station, DeGolyer telling him to call at 
headquarters to-morrow for expense 
money and a month’s pay in advance. 

Mr. Gooch, alone, wiped his pers- 
piring brow. He was feeling a bit 
feverish. 

Suddenly, though, he grew alert. 
His gaze become riveted on a slender 
youth at a nearby ticket window. The 
youth was carrying a black leather 
valise—and smoking a_ cigarette! 
The observing Gooch noticed he 
smoked it nervously, his mien fur- 
tive, clearly denoting 
fear of arrest. Then, 
pinning the tin star to 
his coat, he briskly ap- 
proached the perturbed 
young man, and seized 
him by the shoulder and 
snatched the cigarette 
away. 

The young man 
whirled round and tried 
to wrench free, 
but he hadn’t a 
chance with 
the stout coun- 





speech, gulped 


The Tie that Binds. 
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try lad. 























“IT arrest you in the name of the 
law,” said Gooch, and, heedless of his 
victim’s violent protests, handcuffed 
him and called a taxicab. 

“Detective headquarters!” he told 
the chauffeur. 

As the taxicab bore them away, a 
police department automobile whirled 
to a stop at the depot, and a squad 
of plainclothes officers leaped out, 
raced inside the station, spread 
swiftly and noiselessly through the 
crowds, eagerly scanning every face, 
quietly questioning the railroad em- 
ployees, anxiously searching every- 
where. 

They were still thus searching, 
fruitlessly, when Gooch entered the 
city detective bureau and inquired 
for “Chief DeGolyer.” 

“Never heard of ’im,” grunted the 
Irish desk sergeant; and then, all at 
once, this same desk sergeant sprang 
from his stool and stared in un- 
utterable astonishment at Gooch’s 
manacled prisoner. “Merciful 
heaven!” he gasped, and, seizing the 
prisoner and the black valise, rushed 
both into an adjoining room. 

Gooch sat down and waited for his 
fifty-dollar bonus. The taxi chauffeur 
also waited—for a similar purpose. 

From the adjoining chamber came 
sounds of excited telephoning. In 
ten minutes two hasty gentlemen 
dashed in from the street, and hur- 

















ried to this chamber and closed the 
door behind them. 

Presently these two emerged, with 
Pat Duffy, chief of detectives, and 
addressed themselves to Gooch. 

“T congratulate you,” said one, pro 
ducing a fountain-pen and check. “To 
whom shall I make the check pay- 
able?” 


“Adolph Gooch.” And he was 
thinking of what they’d say back 
home when they learned how easily 
he could make fifty dollars, 

The man filled out the check and 
gave it to Gooch; and Gooch looked 
at the check—and nearly swooned. 
He rubbed his eyes and looked again. 
It was still the same. It was a certi- 
fied check, payable to his order, and 
it called for $27,500! 

“Well, Mister,” he said, when he 
felt he could trust his voice, “this is 
real decent in you; but I didn’t hard- 
ly expect—” 

“It is in accordance with our agree- 
ment,” said the man. “We offered a 
reward of twenty-five thousand dol- 
lars for the recovery of the nine 
hundred thousand dollars worth of 
bonds that were stolen from our bank 
yesterday, and an additional reward 
of twenty-five hundred for the arrest 
of Russell Joyce, the bank clerk who 
stole them. We find the bonds are 
all intact, and young Joyce is in 
custody. I trust everything is quite 
satisfactory ?” 

“Yes, Mister,” said Gooch, “every- 
thing sure is! I got all the money I 
want now, so I guess I won’t wait for 
my first month’s pay. I’m goin’ 
back to Elmwood Junction and show 
"em a little speed.” 


Hokku 
By C. H. WALDRON 
Golden butterflies 
Perched on spiky autumn weed. 
Joys that pass away. 


Poor sort of poem 
But the people of Japan 
Simply eat ’em up. 




















VERY CONSIDERATE 


Reggie—Yes, she is a great horse lover. 
Percy—One would naturally guess that from the position of her saddle. 
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Drawn by RENE VINCENT. 


HOW TO ATTRACT A LADY’S ATTENTION 
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NO WAITING 
FIVE BARBERS — ALL 
GRADUATES OF IDEAL 
INSTITUTE FOR THE 
DLAF AND DUMB 
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Experienced 

“How’s your 
wife making out 
on the Chautau- 


qua?” 

“Fine.” 
“Rather = sur- 
prising, isn’t 
"$a 

“Oh, I don’t 


know. She’s had 
lots of practice 
lecturing me.” 





Not So Wise 


“The race 
track h-3 some 
good points.” 

“What now?” 

“The fellow 
who knows it all 
generally comes 
away chas- 
tened.” 


CALL THE AMBULANCE v 
“John, dear, it is now six weeks before Christmas. I 
have finished all my shopping, paid cash for everything, 
and don’t know what to do with all this money left over.” 


Sure to Come 
Madge—It looks as if we must 
wear longer skirts. 
Marjorie—J ust 
pected after all this 
about disarmament. 


Completed 

Teacher—We borrowed our nu- 
merals from the Arabs, our calendar 
from the Romans, and our banking 
from the Italians. Can anyone think 
of any other examples? 

Willie Willis — Our lawn-mower 
from the Smiths, our snow-shovel 
from the Jones’s and our baby-car- 
riage from the Bumps. 


what I ex- 
agitation 


‘ \ propos 
“Where are you going?” 
“Hunting.” 

“For what?” 
“Money. I’m on the cent!” 


Something Just as Good 
“Have you a burglar alarm in your 
house?” 

“No. My wife’s maiden sister is 
living with us.” - . 
Common Sensorship 

North—That show ought to 
be suppressed as immoral. 


Possibly 
Possibly women adopted _ short 





Sock Sequence 
\ The masculine sock is to blend with the 
color of the wearer’s hair.—Fashion Ev 
pert Note.) 
M’yes! but the sequence may appall, 
For the bald won’t wear any socks 
at all! 


He Rolls Her on It 


A fat man's a sad man 

Saddened by resignation, 

But think of his wife when she’s 
kissed, if you can, 

It’s like barrel resuscitation! 


The Thing To-day 
“Is he handsome?” 
“No, but he has a good-looking 
” 
car. 


onl — 
Ke uorsoe 


skirts in order to make it easier for 
them to run for office. 


West—Really? And I hadn't 
intended to go! 


“Dad, you and I have known each other 
too long to have any serious differences, 
don’t you think?” 
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A WOMAN’S MAN 


Are American Business Men Growing Up? 


By Wa.TerR PrIcHARD EATON 


"| rem 4 are many interesting prob- 


lems in the world not connected 

with disarmament, Irish inde- 
pendence or the income tax. As, for 
instance, Why is it that you can buy 
souvenir post cards of bathing beau- 
ties in Los Angeles or New York, but 
not in Washington, D. C.? (Or can 
you?) Why is it that men in Phila- 
delphia don’t “wear” canes? Do the 
women of Philadelphia dress better 
than those of New York? What nation 
makes the best coffee? (I know 
which one makes the worst tea.) Are 
American business men really grown 
up? Do they talk too much? Is it 
possible, in America, to do justice both 
to God and the Sunday newspaper? 
Is the American pronunciation of 
squalor (to rhyme with tailor) right, 
or should we rhyme it with mollar, as 
the English do (and, incidentally, as 
alot of us do)? Do American women 
do most of the talking and make most 


of the plans? (Chorus, “They do! 
They do!) Are the Broadway elec- 
tric signs beautiful? 

Who wants to read a silly novel or 
a solemn old history when he can get 
burning questions like these discussed 
with intelligence? These may not be 
the meat of the intellectual banquet, 
but they are the hors d’oeuvre, the 
salad, the ices, the coffee and cigars. 
There are people who run a mile at 
the very word “essay,” and leap head- 
long into a detective story with all 
their clothes on. But there are others, 
wiser souls, true “Gentle Readers,” 
who pick up every new volume of 
essays with sympathy and hope, and 
great indeed is their reward when the 
sympathy is not wasted, the hope not 
vain. 

Robert Cortes Holliday, Bob of the 
thick-lensed goggles, who came from 
Indianapolis (of course) with a walk- 
ing stick for baggage, and settled in 


cS) 


New York (equally of course) 
has out a new one—“Turns 
About Town.” It’s all like 
him, even the broken sentences, 
the lost verbs, the forgotten 
subjects. He still writes 
badly in the conventional 
sense, and sometimes harshly, 
though journalism has cured 
him of an earlier tendency to 
imitation of the older “literary” 
essayists. However, he has an 
eye, Bob has! His running, 
impressionistic account of 
Washington, of interviews with 
Harding, Tumulty, Weeks, 
Hays (none of whom apparently 
said much), of gaping visitors 
in the East Room and police- 
men at the White House door, 
is worth a wilderness of the 
usual correspondents’ “stuff” 
from the capitol. You know 
America better, and you know 
Bob Holliday better, when 
you've read his book. Both 
have their points. 


E V. LUCAS, the biographer 
® of Charles Lamb, is an 
Englishman who doesn’t conde- 
scend. There are some. He 
went to India, Japan, America, 
“for to admire and for to see,” 
kept a spry notebook, and now 
has published it under the title 
of “Roving East and Roving 
West.” Mr. Lucas is equally 
interested in the Taj Mahal, 
Fujiyama, Babe Ruth, Coney 
Island, prohibition (a bellhop 
in ’Frisco offered to get him a 
quart of whiskey for $25, and 
a Chicago policeman was 
equally accommodating), 
American newspapers, Mount 
Vernon, the Boston Tea Party, 
A. Edward Newton, the imma- 
turity of American men and 
their lack of “intellectual 
shorthand’”—‘“too many Ameri- 
cans are remorseless when they 
are making themselves clear.” 
(But how about the English- 
man who is always saying “I 
mean,” “I mean to say,” “What 
I mean is’?) And he is always 
interesting while being inter- 
ested. He says America makes 
the best coffee in the world. 
We have long suspected it, 
having been unable ever to 
appreciate the black lye called 
coffee which some New Yorkers 
affect to like at the French 
hotels. But did Mr. Lucas ever try to 
get a cup of coffee in Suffolk, Vir 
ginia, or Willimantic, Connecticut? 
At the small town hotel, I mean. That 
is something else again. 

In New York old Don Marquis read 
to Mr. Lucas certain “exercises in un- 
orthodoxy” which Don has written, 
and Lucas hopes some magazine will 
“have the courage” to print "em. He 
rather flatters, I fear, our magazines 
in imputing courage to them. Still, 
miracles have happened. Come on, 
Don, send ’em to The Atlantic 
Monthly. 


HE Authors’ League of America 
has persuaded (without superhuman 
difficulty, we imagine) a hundred-and- 
twenty-five authors to tell about their 
first literary flights, how they first felt 
the Power, and the resultant book is 
going to be sold for the benefit of 
(Continued on page 32) 
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Incompatibility 


By Watt Mason 


HE law courts go their dismal 
“T courses, and turn out bushels 

of divorces, and people say it’s 
simply fearful, and divers moralists 
are tearful. 

But when I gaze on married crit‘ers, 
and see them daily take their bitters, 
I wonder that so few are trying to 
have their wedding vows sent flying. 
The country’s full of married ladies 
who think the wedding state is hades; 
and it is full of husbands weary who 
think that death would be less dreary; 
but being dead game sports they suffer 
with cheerful frents, while life grows 
tougher. 

There’s Jasper Jinx, my next door 
neighbor; he spends his days in useful 
labor; and then at night he finds his 
pleasure in reading some old musty 
treasure; some ancient book that 
monks have printed, by endless toil, 
in pigments tinted. He'd rather read 
its musty pages, or talk of dead and 
dusty ages than ride in someone’s 
choo-choo surrey, and hit the 
highway in a hurry. 

But Mrs. Jinx is fond of going 
to where the latest films are 
showing. She doesn’t like to sit 
supinely; she likes to doll herself 
divinely, and train with people 
gay and gaudy, and maybe have 
a kickless toddy. 

“Oh, Jasp,” she says, “your life’s 
too groovey; to-night there is a 
dandy movie, a comedy that’s 
bright and cheery; so won't you 
take me to it, dearie?” 

And Jasper sighs and _ says, 
“Mirandy, I have a book that’s 
fine and dandy; ‘twas printed in 
the dawn of learning, when great 
men at the stake were burning 
for striving to uplift the rabble, 
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Illustration by RatpH BARTON 


whose hearts were set on bunk and 
gabble. How can I leave this work 
uplifting, and to a movie scream go 
drifting, to see some _  funsmiths, 
woozy wobblers, a-throwing pies and 
apple cobblers?” 

Now, here’s a chance for great dis- 
sension, for griefs too numerous to 
mention. Yet Jasp’s so proud of his 
good woman he rather thinks her 
superhuman. He’s willing to admit 
that others have first rate wives and 
aunts and mothers, but all of them are 
pale and sandy compared with his 
divine Mirandy. 

You'd think that Mrs. Jinx, dis- 
gusted with Jasper’s habits, stale and 
crusted, would sometimes speak her 
mind and flay him, and in a verbal 
mortar bray him. 

But—wonderful and most surpris- 
ing!—his worth she’s always adver- 
tising. She quotes him at the teas 
and parties, and bores the younger 
female smarties, who think their men 
are rather clever—but who line up 

with Jasper, never! 

In wedded life such trouble rises; 
wife likes what hubby most despises; 
and what the husband thinks is splen- 
did, the wife believes can’t be de- 
fended. 

And if they’re nuts, or tinhorn 
people, the vows they made beneath 
the steeple are in the law courts torn 
asunder, and marriage is declared a 
blunder. 

But wiser couples keep on living, 
forgetting trifles and forgiving; the 
wife’s love pledge is not forsaken 

because her husband shies at bacon; 
and hubby doesn’t cut up meaner be- 
cause his wife likes kraut and wiener. 
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“The vows they made beneath the steepie are in the law courts torn asunder.” 
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The Hart of the World 


By Heywoop Broun 


VERY evening, when dusk 
E comes in the Far West, lit- 

tle groups of men may be 
observed leaving the various ranch 
houses and setting out on horse- 
back for the moving picture 
shows. They are cowboys and 
they are intent on seeing Bill 
Hart in Western stuff. They 
want to be taken out of the dull 
and dreary routine of the world in 
which they live. 

But somehow or other the films 
simply cannot get very far away 
from life, no matter how hard 
they try, no matter how fantastic 
the direction. As we have inti- 
mated, the cowboy who struts 
across the screen has no counter- 
part in real life, but he will have 
a counterpart. 

Young men from the cattle 
country, after much gazing at 
Hart, will begin to be like him. The 
styles which cowboys are to wear 
next year will be dictated this 
fall in Hollywood. It has gen- 
erally been recognized that life 
has a trick of imitating literature. 
Germany had a fearful time after 
the publication of Goethe's 
“Werther” because striplings all 
over the place began to contract 
the habit of suicide simply 


through the influence of the book. 
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” raised ruc- 


tions with the infant death rate 
of America when impressionable 
children insisted on going up to 
Heaven like little Eva. And all 
Scandinavia echoed with slam- 
ming doors for years just because 
Ibsen sent Nora out into the 
night. 


F AUTHORS and dramatists 

can do so much with the lim- 
ited public, think of the potential 
power of the maker of films, who 
has his tens of thousands to every 
single serf of the writing man. The 
films can make us a new people, 
and we rather think they are do- 
ing it. Fifteen years ago Ameri- 
cans were contemptuous of all 
Latin races because of their habit 
of talking with gestures. It was 
considered the part of patriotic 
dignity to stand with your hands 
in your pockets and leave all ex- 
pression, if any, to the voice 
alone. 

Watch an excited American to- 
day and you will find his gesticu- 
lations as sweeping as those of 
any Frenchman. As soon as he is 
jarred by the slightest degree out 
of calm he immediately begins to 
follow subconscious promptings 
and behave like his favorite mo- 
tion picture actor. Nor does the 
resemblance erd necessarily with 


mere externals. Hiram Johnson, 
the senator from California, is re- 
ported to be the most inveterate 
movie fan in America, and it is 
said that he never takes any action 
on a public question without first 
asking himself, “What would Bill 
Hart do under similar circum- 
stances?” 


T a speaking show in a thea- 

ter the other day we hap- 
pened to see a young actor who 
had once given high promis¢ of 
achievement in the legitimate 
drama. Then he went into mo- 
tion pictures and now he was back 
for a short engagement. We were 
shocked to observe that he tried 
to express every line he uttered 
with his hands and his features 
regardless of the fact that he had 
words to help him. He spoke the 
lines, but they seemed to him 
merely incidental. We mean that 
if his part required him to say: 
“It is now nineteen minutes after 
ten,” he would try to look like 
nineteen minutes after ten. Stunts 
of this kind are difficult. Actors 
have a habit of running fast or 
slow. When the young man left 
the theater at the close of the 
performance we sought him out 
and reproached him bitterly on 
the ground of his bad acting. 
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“Where do you get that stuff?” 
we asked. 

“In the movies,” 
frankly enough. 

There was no dispute on facts. 
We merely could not agree on the 
question of whether he had be- 
come a terrible actor. Life came 
into the conversation. Something 
was said by somebody (we can’t 
remember which one of us orig- 
inated it) about holding the mir- 
ror up to nature. The actor main- 
tained that everyday common folk 
talked and acted exactly like char- 
the movies whenever 

stirred by emotion. 


he admitted 


acters in 
they were 


E made a bet and it was to 

be decided by what we saw 
in an hour’s walk. At the southwest 
corner of Thirty-seventh street 
and Third avenue, we came upon 
two men in an altercation. They 
seemed about to fight. One had 
already laid a menacing hand upon 
the coat collar of the other. We 
crowded close. The smaller man 
tried to shake himself loose from 
the grip of his adversary. And 
he said, “Unhand me!” He had 
simply met the movies and he was 
theirs. 

The discrepancy in size between 
the two men was so great that 
my actor friend stepped between 
them and asked: ‘“What’s all this 
row about?” The big man an- 
swered: “He has spoken lightly 
of a woman’s name!” 


That was enough for us. Pay- 


ing our fifty cents to the young 
actor we went away convinced 
of the truth of his boast that 
the movies have already bent 
life to their will. At first it 
seemed to us deplorable, but the 
longer we reflected upon the mat- 
ter the more compensations crept 
in. 

Somehow or other we remem- 
bered a thing of Kipling’s called, 
“The Greatest Story in the World,” 
which dealt with a narrow-chested 
English clerk who, by some freak 
or other, remembered his past ex- 
istences. There were times when 
he could tell with extraordinary 
vividness his adventures in a 
Roman galley and later on an ex- 
pedition of the Norsemen to 
America. He told all these things 
to a writer who was going to put 
them into a book, but before much 
material had been supplied the 
clerk fell in love with a girl in 
a tobacco shop and suddenly for- 
got all his previous existences. 
Kipling explained that the lords 
of life and death simply had to 
step in and make the young man 
forget when he fell in love be- 
cause love-making was once so 
much more glorious than now that 
we would all be single if only we 
remembered. 


UT lovemaking is going to 
have its renaissance from 


now on since the movies came into, 


our lives. Douglas Fairbanks is 
in a sense the rival of every young 





And likewise 
no young woman can hope to 
touch the fancy of a male unless 
she is in some ways more fetch- 
ing than Mary Pickford. In 
other words, pace has been pro- 
vided for lovers. For ten cents 
we can watch proposals being 
carried on by experts. The young 
man who has been to the movies 
will be unable to avail himself of 
the traditional lack of knowledge 
in such a situation. He will 
merely have to remember the cap- 
tions he read the night before last 
at the Elite Theatre. Courtship 
will come to have a technique. A 
man will no more think of trying 
to propose without knowing how 
than he would to pick up a violin 
for the first time and expect to 
play it. The phantom rivals of 
the screen will be all around him. 
He must win to himself some- 
thing of their fire and gesture. He 
must make their life his own. 
Lovemaking is not going to be as 
easy as it used to. 

Still speaking as we were of Bill 
Hart in “White Oak,” flesh and 
blood rivals will have their difh- 
culties in coming between him 
and those who love him. The man 
who hopes to place his own image 
in some heart and supplant Bill 
Hart will have to be able to shoot 
Indians at all ranges from four 
hundred yards up, and to ride one 
hundred thousand miles without 
once forgetting to keep his face 
to the camera. 


man in America. 
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Sketched from 
life by 
HAZLETON. 
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To Grace 


O MAKE a rhyme for 
such a face, 
For such a shape a song, 
Demands a greater poet, 
Grace, 
A more melodious tongue. 


Yet if you'd only pose for me, 

Inspired by your form di- 
vine, 

Ah! what a poet I would be— 

And what a rate I'd get, 


tions have been 
drawn so poign- 
antly like so 
many men, 


MODELS 


women and 
children of our 
acquaintance 
that there is a 
life-like quality 
in his pages 
that makes him 
the more sym- 
pathetic to us. 

Not a little 
of his popular 
success with 
the great 
American pub- 
lic that finds 
time to read be- 
tween the car- 
lines is due to 
the underlying 
current of 
warmth and 
homely humor 
with which he 


interlines his 
writing. 
Since 1899, 


\ when late in 
his twenties he 
first published 
“The Man from 
Indiana,” he has 
tossed off with 
a superlative 
ease of tech- 
nique -just one 
novel after 
another, paus- 
ing only long 
enough between 
whiles to take a 
long, deep 
breath and pull 
a play out of his 
magician - like 


per line! sleeve. 
—Richard Le Gallienne. “Cherry,” in 
1903, was the 


The Public Booth 


By Grorce MITCHELL 


OOTH NEWTON TARKING- 
B TON has done more for Ameri- 

can Letters than any other of his 
contemporaries. Seemingly with his 
right hand he turns out novel after 
novel, the while, with the utmost non- 
chalance, his left is busy with Drama- 
turgy. 

We credit the right hand with 
novelization because his literary 
efforts have been more uniformly suc- 
cessful than his writings for the stage. 

However, with either hand, or with 
both in simultaneous action, he has 
been flooding the market since way 
back in 1899—twenty-two years ago— 
with books, plays and dramatizations. 

When one thinks of Tarkington, per- 
haps the most important of his offer- 
ings shoot to one’s foremind. In the 
vast amount of work that has flowed 
from his brain, we are minded of the 
man who first thrilled us with the ro- 
mantic “Monsieur Beaucaire,” which 
first, as a novelette, stirred the innate 
longing of those of us in whose blood 
flows the red corpuscles of chivalry— 
and which then in dramatic guise more 
completely realized our fancy. 

It is difficult, none the less, to asso- 
ciate Tarkington with any one or two 
of his many works. This is probably 
duc to the fact that his characteriza- 


next of his popular appeals. Rather 
satiric is “Cherry,” but subtly humor- 
ous, with the central male figure un- 
conscious of his fatuity. 


r pe 


Johnny Longlegs (rapturously)—You accept me, then. 
Gladys Blackhair (calmly)—Certainly! 


wacn’t. 
1? 








Followed, then, in succession, “In 
the Arena,” “The Conquest of Canaan,” 


“The Beautiful Lady,” “His Own 
People,” “The Guest of Quesny,” 
“Beardsley’s Christmas Party,” and 


“The Jacobin.” During this obviously 
unoccupied time “ Beaucaire” was 
dramatized, “The Man from Home” 
was playwritten (in collaboration with 
Harry Leon Wilson), “Cameo Kirby,” 
“Your Humble Servant” and “Spring- 
time” were produced upon the stage. 

Not a bad six years’ work! 

But, as if warmed up to top speed 
and hitting on all cylinders, “The 
Flirt” trickled from his pen and, by 
its spontaneity, seemingly in an after- 
noon. 

Nothing that Tarkington has done 
or yet may do will endear him to all 
America as his “Penrod.” It is held 
on good authority that Mark Twain 
for the first time in his life grew 
envious of another American writer 
cf fiction. Penrod and Sam will live 
in American Letters as long as Ameri- 
can Letters live. 

“The Turmoil,” in 1915, looks like 
an off-year for Tarkington. Perhaps 
he was making hay, although when 
“Mister Antonio” was done in the fol- 
lowing year one began to fear that 
he had run his course and our one 
best bet stood but a poor chance. 

But history, ever willing to repeat 
itself, was but luffing in the roadstead 
waiting only for the skipper to sail 
her to success. “Seventeen” was writ- 
ten and, in the writing opened up a 
new avenue which has since been 
traveled upon by a new and younger 
set of writers who have taken the 
“Flapper” out of the background and 
put her in the foreground of American 
aristocracy. 

The next year “The Country Cousin” 
(in collaboration with Julian Street), 
“The Gibson Upright” (with Harry 
Leon Wilson), and then another period 
of unproductiveness and a _ general 
feeling that he had either gone back 
or far away. 

One of Tarkington’s peculiar char- 
acteristics is an ability to come back. 

Not the least amusing occurrence in 
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It’s a bargain! 
shouldn’t consider it if it 
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BOOTH NEWTON TARKINGTON, THE VERSATILE 


the past few years has been the wide 
discussion he has caused amongst the 
critics. Peculiarly with regard to his 
ability as a dramatist. Just before 
the production of “Clarence” much 
skepticism was flooding the market 
theatrical. It was openly admitted by 
all dramatic critics that Tarkington 
could not write a play. “Clarence” 
hadn’t a chance in a million for suc- 
cess. Its backers were foolhardy to 
attempt to fly in the face of doom 
with any play from the typewriter of 
Tarkington. 


Then came “Clarence,” his greatest 
success and the unanimous apology of 
the American critic. 

But there is always the delight of 
watching the rise and fall of his work 
in the theater. “The Wren” this year 
went on the rocks when scarcely out 
of port, and only the gods know what 
he is up to now or whether he’ll hit the 
bull’s-eye with it or miss altogether. 

But come what may in the theater, 
his contributions to the litérary field 
are always welcome and eagerly an- 
ticipated. 


13 


Why? 

Why is it that a woman will brag 
of her cooking and soft-pedal her 
dressmaking ability? And quite often 
she can make a better dress than 
dinner. 

No Chance 

Younkers—I suppose you saw the 
devastation wrought by the great 
war? 

Datson (just returned from Europe) 
—No, I confined my sightseeing to 
Germany. 








EDITORIAL 


By WILLIAM ALLEN WHITE 


S the Wilson as Joe Tu- 
multy knew him the real 
Wilson? If so, what a 
deadly monster he is. 

Listen: we are at the 
Wilson end of the tele- 
phone during the Baltimore 
convention which first 
made Woodrow Wilson the 
Democratic presidential 
nominee. At the other end 
: of the line is McCombs— 
the Wilson floor manager at the convention. Clark 
is leading with a majority, but not the required 
two-thirds majority of the votes. 

Beside the candidate in the Wilson home sit Mrs. 
Wilson and Mr. Tumulty, who gives us this report 
in his forthcoming book now running through the 
newspapers. 





“So you think it is hopeless” [it is Wilson speaking]. 
Great tears were in the eyes of Mrs. Wilson and as the 
governor put down the telephone she walked over to him 
and in a most tender way put her arms around his neck, 
saying: “My dear Woodrow, I am sorry indeed that you 
have failed.” 

Looking at her with a smile that carried no evidence 
of the disappointment or chagrin he felt, he said: “My 
dear, of course I am disappointed, but we must not com- 
plain. We must be sportsmen. It is God’s will and I feel 
that a great weight has been lifted from my shoulders.” 

With a smile he remarked that this failure would make 
it possible for him to visit the English Lake country 
—a region loved by them both. 


Oh, for a custard pie to smear over that blissful 


scene! 
Is the real Woodrow Wilson like that? Is he 
always a statue in the park? A hero in the Rollo 


books? A painted angel on a blushing rose jar? 
“A perfect gentleman in every sense of the 
word?” 


Imagine a domestic scene actually like this! Two 
hours of it would drive a man to drink and a day 
of it would incite him to abysmal infidelities. 

Fancy a boredom so tragic in a great moment 
like that which Tumulty describes—a boredom in 
which no hyperbole of persiflage, no gaiety of 
frivolous conduct would relieve the slimy gloom! 

One can all but hear the orchestral obbligato, 
“So this is the End of a Perfect Day!” 

Even reading it one yearns to scream, longs 
piously for profanity! And the awful thing about 
it all, the thing that brings tears to the eyes, is 
that maybe the story is true! 

Mr. Wilson was eight years in the White House 
and never committed an impropriety. 

Could it be possible that we have been ruled by 
a paragon? 


Is democracy as dull as that? 

Are the Homely Virtues just plain homely and 
virtuous—“and after that the dark”? Then lead 
us back to the tyrants. 

Surely we are better in the hands of Rabelais 
than the Rover Boys. 


PLUG-HATTERS GROAN 


YLAN again, and groans from the plug hat 

section. To those who believe that the moral 
government of the universe is in the hand of the 
group in the community known as the best people, 
Hylan’s reflection with Tammany rampant spells 
“the worm, the canker and the grief” in politics. 

But those who prefer good and respectable gov- 
ernment in New York are at best only a minority. 
The majority is generally for comfortable govern- 
ment. Hylan promised five cent fares. His oppo- 
nent promised good schools and justice in the 
matter of tramway fares. 

Never having enjoyed good schools, New York 
had small interest in tramway justice. And having 
enjoyed five cent fares, New York was cold and 
passionless in the matter of schools. All of which 
means that New Yorkers are acting as the justly 
celebrated and universally popular human race 
always acts. 

It wants what it understands and takes it in spite 
of the immaterial allurements in the baskets of the 
rainbow vendors. 

Hylan won because he offered something sub- 
stantial. His opponents lost because they were 
selling high—but to the electorate insubstantial— 
ideals, and the higher they went the harder it was 
to grab them. 

So Hylan and Tammany won and the best people 
grumble at the folly of democracy, which is abso- 
lute. 


NO LARGE SWEET GUM-DROP 


HE new tax bill seems about 
to save American people 
three-quarters of a billion 
dollars. But they are still 
inflated dollars. And the 
saving in taxes to the 
people is not so tremendous 
as it seems. Yet it is some- 
thing. It is as much as the 
entire appropriation of the 
Government thirty years 
ago. 

What a sensation was created by the expression 
of the billion-dollar Congress, two decades ago, 
when the appropriations reached the billion 


mark! 
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“If ye break faith with us who die, 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
In Flanders fields.” 


Now we raise three or four billions with a flutter 
and cut our taxes nearly a billion with little ex- 
pression of gratitude from a groaning public. 

It's come easy and go easy with the American 
people and their taxes. 

The real agonizing over taxes is done by the 
politicians. 

As a matter of fact, the people when they get a 
chance to vote on propositions involving a tax 
increase, generally give the majorities to the pro- 
posals before them. The bonus to soldiers has 
carried as a State proposal in a large number of 


States. Doubtless the soldiers bonus would pre- 
vail at a nation-wide referendum in cities and 
counties. 


The people generally vote the bonus for public 
improvements, realizing that the improvements 
mean increased taxes. 

Every city council, every State legislature and 
every Congress popularizes itself more by extend- 
ing Governmental functions than by restricting 
them. 

And it’s these extensions which increase taxes 


—John McCrae. 


for all of the President’s talk in his Inaugural 
about putting Government out of business and 
business into the Government. He has lopped off no 
important functions of Government. He will not 
do so. He is putting business into the Govern- 
ment through General Dawes and Walter Brown, 
and thereby seems to be in the way of saving one 
hundred million dollars in a tax bill of at least 
twenty-seven hundred million. The waste and 
extravagance of government about which we hear 
so much is but a small proportional part of the cost 
of government. 

Government in the main is honest, and probably 
is as economical as other concerns handling money 
by the billions—which does not imply that this 
world is a large sweet gum-drop, nor that God’s 
in His Heaven and all’s right with the world. 

The earth will be no place for the optimist until 
after this blue moon changes. 

Nevertheless, a three-quarter of a billion re- 
duction in taxes does help a little, even though it 
is inflated dollars, in this gloomy abode of sin and 
sorrow. 
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The Play Mill 


By GreorGce JEAN NATHAN 


RNEST HUTCHINSON’S 
E “The Right to Strike,” late- 
ly imported from England, 
is fromage de Brieux with a Lan- 
cashire smack. A thing of glares, 
loud voices and poundings on the 
table, it is theatrical propaganda 
of the species made familiar by 
the remarked Eugene in “Dam- 
aged Goods,” “The Red Robe” 
and “The V/oman on Her Own.” 
The particular propaganda which 
concerns the present playwright 
is not the Lustgarten bacillus, 
legal injustice or the economic 
equality of the sexes, but—will 
sensations never cease?—love of 
one’s neighbor! In order to spread 
this novel doctrine, the British 
playwright imagines a railroad 
strike that is met in turn by a 
strike of doctors, and broken by 
the latters’ eloquent recitation of 
wall mottoes and quotations from 
the works of Dr. Frank Crane. 
These wall mottoes and quotations 
make such a profound impression 
upon the railroad strikers that 
they promptly hop back into their 
overalls and proceed once again 
obediently to run over cows, ar- 
rive at their destination half an 
hour behind schedule, and other- 
wise do their duty. All this is 
related in terms of a debate be- 
tween the senior classes of two 
Iowa high schools. 
That such ingenuous material 
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Katharine Cornel! 
Allan Pollock 


in 
“A Bill of Divorce- 
ment.” 
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as this should have made the stir 
in England that it is alleged to 
have made would be almost un- 
believable did one not stop to re- 
call that “The Blue Lagoon” en- 
chanted London theatergoers for 
a solid year, and that Englishmen 
still pull their shirts on over their 
heads. From beginning to end, 
there is not an idea in the play 
that did not occur to a freshman in 
Millsaps or Catawba College in 
the year 1890, nor a point of view 
above that of a current Columbia 
University professor. To add to 
the gayety of the evening, the 
actors, instead of acting the manu- 
script as is sometimes the custom 
on Broadway, auction it off. With 
voices hoarse and lusty and with 
a wealth of finger-pointing, they 
treat each line of the dialogue as 
if it were a set of dining-room 
furniture or a slightly worn Bok- 
hara rug. 


‘i. majority of 
the actors in 
“The Six-Fifty,” on 
the contrary, have 
been directed to 
treat each line of 
their dialogue as if 
someone (Arthur 
Hopkins, for in- 
stance) were dying 
in the wings. A\l- 
though the play 


“2 














ut : 


ts 
A “KE S on 


and SZ . 


am A 


does not call for any such treat- 
ment, the person responsible for 
the direction seems to have taken 
his or her key from the grand 
transformation scene at the end of 
“Uncle Tom’s Cabin.” The air, 
though the play is laid in the 
kitchen of a New Hampshire 
farmhouse, is one of bienseance, 
and very eleganto. 

The piece is of a drudging 
young farm wife who longs for 
romance and gets it when a train 
wreck nearby brings within her 
circle a very bad young actor in 
an excessive Finchley suit of 
clothes. This bad actor, who ex- 
presses wistful passion by gazing 
at a woman as if she were an 
escallope of veal a Ja Creole with 
new spinach, has a penchant for 
the kind of philosophy of amour 
that one encounters in the ten- 
cent books entitled “The Arabian 
Lexicon of Love” 
and “Guide to the 
Feminine Heart,” to 
be purchased in the 
same little stores 


& 
r 















—a 


eA 
. _ 


o 


> | 
7 ~ 


Ny 


; y 


*_* 

‘ 

, 

~~. 

yi — 
. ~ , 

” tim ~~ j 


aw 


* 


a 
























tha’ 
new 
Nev 
tals 


an 3 
self 
tha 
inf 
que 
in | 
era 
the 
E, 


whi 
suc 
yea 
is 3 
rec 


til 

sce’ 
the 
atri 
fing 








that sell the evening 
newspapers, Yiddish 
New Year cards, pos- 
tals inscribed “Don’t 
Spit. Remember the 
Johnstown Flood!” 
Snappy Stories and 
Robert Burns cigars. 
This philosophy be- 
dazzles the farm 
wife and she follows 
it out into the moon- 
light with the bad 
actor. What she does 
in the moonlight I do 
not know, since the 
curtain fell on the 
act as she went out 
and as I went out 
too. The play is the 
work of Miss Kate 
McLaurin, and if I 
have treated it flip- 
pantly it is because 
that seems to me to be the way to 
treat it. It has been produced by 
the same Mr. Lee Kugel who was 
responsible for the highly engag- 
ing comedy, “Old Lady 31.” The 
difference between “The 6:50” and 
“Old Lady 31” is exactly 619, to 
the credit of the latter. 


* THE actors in “The Right to 

Strike” read their lines like so 
many college yells and the actors 
in “The Six-Fifty” theirs like so 
many telegrams breaking the 
news to mother, the actors in 
“The Wandering Jew” for the 
most part read their lines like so 
many basso profundos singing the 
“O del ciel angeli” from Faust. 
This, of course, is a convention of 
the so-called religious plays. Cast 
for a role in one of these plays, 
an actor can no more imagine him- 
self reading his lines naturally 
than he can imagine himself the 
inferior of Salvini. As a conse- 
quence, he rolls his lines around 
in his mouth and bathes them lib- 
erally with saliva before letting 
them out. The play, written by 
E. Temple Thurston and played 
in London by the Matheson Lang 
who gave Britain’s servant girls 
such a jolly jounce seven or eight 
years ago as the sinister Mr. Wu, 
is a not particularly imaginative 
recasting of the legend of the 
Jew who scoffed at Christ and 
was condemned therefor to wan- 
der over the face of the earth un- 
til the second coming. The 
scenery is at all times superior to 
the text, though a measure of the- 
atrical interest attaches to the 
final act. 


N THE critical enthusiasm for 
Clemence Dane’s “A Bill of Di- 











vorcement,” I find 
myself unable to 
share. The _l- 
leged high flavors 
of the manuscript 
seem somehow to 
elude this customa- 
rily sagacious nose. 
All that I can dis- 
cern in the play is a 
rather better writ- 
ten version of the 
late Justus Miles 
Forman’s old novel, 
“Buchanan’s Wife,” 
with a considerable 
to-do over divorce 
laws and hereditary 
insanity thrown in 


to give it a note 
at once sapient and up-to-the- 
minute. Miss Katherine Cor- 


nell gives the best performance of 
the evening as the resolute young 
daughter. In the star role, that 
of the husband gone these fifteen 
years who returns on the eve of 
his wife’s marriage to another, 
Allan Pollock gives still another 
of the poor performances that 
have so endeared him to the hearts 
of the New York reviewers. Be- 
cause Mr. Pollock was severely 
wounded in the late war, these 
sentimental gentlemen are pleased 
to regard him as a laudable actor. 
He is nothing of the kind. 


NE are my pulses set to beat- 
ing violently by “Thank 
You.” Here is another of the 
Winchell Smith box-office works 
(this one written in collaboration 
with Thomas Cushing) which be- 
gins with the hero in the dumps 
and ends with him beaming. I am 
too tired of the formula by this 
time to sit it out. I have got so 


19 


John Astley, Katharine 
Pollock in “A Bill of Divorcement.” 


Cornell and Allan 


that whenever the rise of a first 
act curtain discloses the hero sit- 
ting in a bare room with his head 
in his hands, I go up to hear Al 
Jolson and return to the theater 
at quarter of eleven with the cer- 
tainty that I will now find the 
hero in a dress suit, receiving the 
congratulations of a dozen supers 
similarly attired, in a room as ele- 
gant as a Terminal barber shop. 
It is time for Mr. Smith to change 
his plot. 


| Dr. Jolson to whom I have 
alluded is still the comical 
fellow of our music show stage. 
He has as much vitality as the ad- 
vertisements of Novo-Vita, elec- 
tric belts and Sanatogen. He can 
deliver a song more effectively 
than any one of his rivals. And 
he has much of the genuine comic 
spirit. His brief description of 
his experiences in the Biltmore 
Hotel has more honest humor in 
it than half the comedies on 
Broadway. 





— Be 





AN EYE TO BuUSINESS—The little 
daughter of a Congressman was sitting 
one evening on her father’s knee. She 
had a new little brother whom she re- 
garded with wonder, as children do 
regard the latest usurper before they 
have learned to love him. 

“To-day,” said her father, “a man 
offered to give me a whole roomful of 
gold for little brother. Shall I sell 
him?” 

The child shook her head. 

“But,” said the father, “think how 
many nice things a roomful of gold 
would buy! Don’t you think I better 
let the man have him?” 

“No,” answered the girl, thought- 
fully, “let’s keep him till he’s older; 
he’ll be worth more then.”—Harper’s 
Magazine, 


THE LIGHT-WEIGHT’S REVENGE— A 
correspondent who has recently re- 
turned from Florida writes that he 
witnessed this amusing incident on the 
train. A huge, red-faced conductor 
asked a little dried-up passenger for his 
ticket. The little man couldn’t find it 
and at last the conductor said, “Now, 
look-a-heah, you’ve just got one of three 
things to do. You can pay your fare, 
produce your ticket, or get off the 
train.” 

Just then the embarrassed little man 
found the missing pasteboard. Pre- 
senting it to his florid opponent, he 
grinned, threw back his shoulders and 
said, mockingly, “Now  look-a-heah, 
you’ve just one of three things to do. 
You can exercise more, eat less, or 
bust.”—Boston Transcript. 


Just BEGINNING THAT LATE—A 
Kansas normal summer school girl was 
entertaining an Emporia boy on the 
front porch of her rooming house long 
after everyone else was in bed. Her 
roommate heard her say: “Don’t be so 
confectionery.” 

“All right,” he _ replied. “T’ll be 
cafeteria and help myself.” 

He began with the spoons!—Emporia 
Gazette. 





Darby (very deaf) to Joan (ditto)— 
Oi bain’t so deaf as yew makes out. 
Oi can ’stinctly ‘ear a wopse a-buzzin’ 
zumwheres!—Passing Show (London). 


Digest of the World’s 


SpaRED THAT MucH—‘“‘How do you 
like being a soda water clerk?” 

“Now that I’ve tried it,” said the ex- 
bartender, “I rather like it.” 

“But the old atmosphere is gone.” 

“Yes, but there are compensations. 
When a man has had a soft drink he 
never says, ‘George, listen to this one.’ ” 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


LENGTHY COURTSHIP—‘“I guess I 
didn’t enthuse enough over the first 
kiss.” 

“What do you mean, girlie?” 

“Charlie was pretty slow. I was 
ready for it two years before it hap- 
pened.”—Louwisville Courier-Journal. 


DISCRETION—“Why don’t you tell 
people that you are a good mechanic?” 

“And have my neighbors forever 
wanting me to come over and tinker 
with their cars? I guess not.”—De- 
troit Free Press. 


THE HALF Has NEVER BEEN ToLp— 
“Half the world doesn’t know how the 
other half gets an auto,” says the 
Huntsville Herald wisely.—Kansas City 
Star. 


AND THERE IS Doust ABouT EARTH- 
QUAKE—Maybe you think Editor Hibbs, 
of the Lebanon Times and pastor of 
the Christian church in that town, 
wasn’t a busy man last week. First 
he started off by welcoming a new boy 
baby at his home, then officiated at 
three weddings in a row. Thursday 
his linotype machine turned turtle and 
broke a bull wheel and refused to run 
afterwards. There the office was, with 
the paper due next day and no type up. 
In this crisis, Mr. Hibbs hopped into 
his trusty Ford, came over to this office 
and got his type set in time to issue 
Friday evening. Nothing short of an 
earthquake will stop the average coun- 
try town editor.—Smith County (Mo.) 
Pioneer. 


Not TO BE TRUSTED—The editor in 
charge of the personal inquiry column 
opened his seventieth letter with a 
groan. 


“I have lost three husbands,” a lady 
reader had written, confidentially, “and 
now have the offer of a fourth. Shali 
I accept him?” 

The editor dipped his pen in the ink. 
This was the last straw. 

“If you’ve lost three husbands,” he 
wrote, “I should say you are much too 
careless to be trusted with a fourth.”— 
Toronto Mail. 


INTERESTED—“There’s no flirting in 
golf. You have to keep your eye on the 
ball and handle your clubs carefully.” 

“Seems to me, though,” said the 
pretty girl, “that I’ve heard something 
about a mashie.”—Louwisville Courier- 
Journal. 
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Humor 


AN OMINOUS POSSIBILITY — “Pretty 
bad fire you had here last night,” com- 
mented the recently arrived guest. 

“Eh-yah!” replied the landlord of the 
Petunia tavern. “The fire company 
had it pretty nearly put out, and then 
the mayor came and took personal 
charge of the conflagration, and yelled 
orders till he got the firemen so mixed 
up that they couldn’t do anything. And 
I reckon if it hadn’t begun to rain 
directly the whole dod-molested town 
would have been holocausted. But I 
s’pose it might have been worse—” 

“How could it have been worse?” 

“Why, the governor or a congress- 
man might have come and took charge 
instead of the mayor, and it might not 
have rained.”—Kansas City Star. 





DRAWBACK TO STATESMANSHIP—“If 
members of Congress were elected for 
life do you suppose they would do better 
work?” 

“IT doubt it,” said Mr. Grumpson. 
“Even as things are now, after a man 
has served a term or two in Congress 
he begins to look on his constituents 
as a sort of necessary evil.”—Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 


THE Acip Test—During a campaign 
preceding the election of a Missouri 
Congressman it was suggested that, 
since he posed as a good business man, 
he might be willing to tell just what a 
good business man is. 

“That’s easy,” he explained. “A 
good business man is one who can buy 
goods from a Scotchman and sell them 
to a Jew—at a profit!”—The Alabama 
Baptist. 


ALARMING SYMPTOMS—“Where has 
Senator Snortsworthy gone?” 

“Back home to feel the public pulse.” 

“Is there anything wrong with the 
public pulse?” 

“Decidedly. It beats faster every 
time a successor to Senator Snorts- 
worthy is mentioned.” — Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 





Ist Angler—Hullo, got one? 

2nd Ditto (very short-sighted)—Yes, 
a whooper! I can hardly wind him in 
and some silly idiot keeps yelling, 
“Slack your line!”"—Passing Show 
(London). 
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“T am afraid,” said the woman who 
had moved into a new flat, “that we’re 
going to have a cold, hard winter?” 

“Judging by those nature-faking 
signs?” sneered her husband. 

“No. By the expression on the jani- 
tor’s face.”—Washington Star. 


HER ANXIETY—Doctor—I’m afraid I 
will have to operate for appendicitis. 

Beauty—Oh, doctor, will the scar 
show? 

“Not unless you go into the films.”— 
London Mail. 


TRUTH DEFERRED—“Is it me or my 
money that you love?” asked the homely 
heiress. 

“Oh, let’s wait until after we are 
married to discuss such an unpleasant 
subject,” pleaded her fiancé.—Town 
Topics. 





NOT AN EXCLUSIVE PRIVILEGE—“Don’t 
you sometimes envy the idle rich?” 

“No,” said the old farmer. “I know 
fellers that hain’t got a dollar who can 
be jest as idle as anybody.”—Boston 
Transcript. 


SHE’s Not So Mucn—Little Emily— 
I’m so terribly jealous of the girl that 
Jim first loved. 

Her Mother—lIt’s an experience we’ve 
all had, my dear. You'll get over it 
the first time you meet her.—London 
Mail. 





SHE D1IpDN’t KEEP Up—“Husband,” 
said the professor’s wife suspiciously. 
“Yes, my dear?” 


“Who is this Violet Ray you are 
always talking about?” — Louisville 


Courier-Journal. 


Got FooLep—“Si Willow, who mar- 
ried the widow they said had a sweet 
temper and lots of money, 
sue for a divorce.” 

“On what grounds?” 
identity.” — New 


is goin’ to 


“Mistaken York 


Sun. 


“I think, Lucille, I’ll take one of 


the children to the park with me. 
Which one do you think would go best 
with this dress?”—London Mail. 
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Tramp—lIf yer please, ma’m, would yer kindly give me a drink o’ water? 
I'm so ’ungry I don’t know where to stay the night.—London Weekly Telegraph. 


Ou, HEAVENS, No! —She had ac- 
cepted his embraces without reserve, but 
every time she seemed to be on the 
verge of going to sleep. It was most 
exasperating. Finally he remonstrated. 

“See here,” he demanded peevishly. 
“Why do you always appear asleep 
when I kiss you?” 

“Why, Harry,” she retorted indig- 
nantly. “You don’t for a minute think 
I’m the sort of girl who would do such 
things with my eyes open!”—Amer- 
can Legion Weekly. 


THE Doc WatcH—Well Fixed — 
Ferdy seems to be making better 
progress with the girl he is courting. 
Now has the field to himself. 

“Yes, he gave her a dog that will 
bite anybody he doesn’t know. And 
the dog doesn’t know anybody in this 
town but Ferdy.”—Louwisville Courier- 
Journal. 


Wuat INDEED!—But what will news- 
papers publish during the millennium? 
—Louisville Evening Post. 
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THE EDIToR’s FLIvvER — Charlie 
Mays, the fighting editor of the Edger- 
ton Journal, has a Ford. When a 
country editor can afford a car, who 
will dare to say the age of miracles is 


past? Of course, a Ford will do many 
things, and Mr. Mays probably will 


use it as a printing press in case of 
emergency. And it will come in handy 
when he takes his shotgun and goes 
out to round up delinquent subscribers. 
—Gardner Gazette. 


a » a 


rip 
(OP = ——, 


\ T 
BA) Ave Wy 
ri Cte 


nA (3) 

“T dare you to come back!” bawled 
the wrathy pedestrian. 

“Can’t do it now,” said the motorist. 
“Got an important engagement to keep. 
But be around here this time to-mor- 
row and I’ll take another chance at 
you, just to show you I’m a good sport. 
So long!”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 














“You can’t go to the office in that old coat! What would your chief 
think?” 
“Oh, that’s all right—he also is married!”—Strix (Stockholm). 
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“I never saw the equal of those 
Jagsbys next door,” said Mr. Bibbles. 
“They are always wanting to borrow 
something. I honestly believe we've 
lent them everything in the house ex- 
cept the piano and our twin beds.” 

“I’m sorry you are so wrought up,” 
said Mrs. Bibbles. “Mr. Jagsbys has 
just sent over to know if—” 

“Don’t say it! Don’t say it!” 

“If you have a few empty bottles 
you could spare, pint or quart size.” 

“Out of the way, woman! I'll take 
them over myself.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


FEARS THE Worst—“I understand 
the ladies are going to run your paper 
for a day.” 

“Yes,” said the editor of the Chig- 
gersville Clarion. “I’m going fishing.” 

“While they run the paper?” 


“No, for a week after they get 
through running it.” — Birmingham 


Age-Herald. 


UNRUFFLED—We dunno what’s in 
store for us in the future, but we’ve 
put so many troubles behind us that we 
ain’t afeared of h lor high water!— 
Adams (Ky.) Enterprise. 





Pa’s “JoKE”—“Edith, your mother 
tells me that you serve refreshments to 
all the young men who call on you.” 

“Yes, papa.” 

“Well, you must think I have money 
to burn, feeding the flames that way.” 
—Boston Transcript. 
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MEDICINE—Congress might as well 
allow beer as medicine. The present- 
day stuff tastes like it—Chicago Jour- 
nal of Commerce. 


A PROoBLEM—‘“It’s all right to say 
‘say it with flowers—’ but—” 

“But what?” 

“What kind of flowers can you select 
to tell her that you're 
—Detroit Free Press. 


AN EXASPERATING TRUTH — There 
never was a newspaper man in the 
world who had the nerve to tell the 
truth about a home-talent show.—Lox 
Angeles Times. 


flat broke?” 


ay ay 





“You objected to Jack because he 
had to work for a living—didn’t you, 
mamma?” 

“Yes, my dear. 
to our class.” 

“Well, it’s all right now. 
call to-night?” 

“Has someone left him a fortune?” 

“No, but he’s lost his situation.” 
—Edinburgh Scotsman. 


He doesn’t belong 


May he 


CORRECTION—The Holyrood Gazette 
is determined to get at the truth of the 
thing: “Last week we stated that John 
Russman made a business call to Lyons. 
It was a mistake, for he never went 
until Monday of this week. Then again 
he never went for business; he went 
there to see a girl friend of his, so we 
are informed.”—Kansas City Star. 


No Comrort THERE—“I reckon,” said 
Farmer Corntassel, “as how mebbe 
barbed wire ought to be counted as one 
of the most useful inventions of the 
age.” 

“For what reason?” 

“When there’s a lot of work to be 
done barbed wire makes it impossible 
for a feller to sit on the fence an’ look 
on.”—Chicago Herald and Examiner. 


AND SEA-SICKNESS—T eacher (to class 
in chemistry)—What does sea water 
contain besides the sodium chloride that 
we have mentioned? 

Small Boy—Fish, 
Invention, 


sir.—Science and 


BETWEEN Doctors—“Didn’t I tell you 
that Lawyer Smith’s case was going 
to be troublesome?” 

“What, is he dead?” 

“Worse yet, he is disputing my bill.” 
—Journal of the American Medical As- 
sociation. 


A MiLtp YEARN—“An umbrella is 
mostly ribs.” 
“Yes,” said the medical student, 


“Sometimes I wish the human anatomy 
was as 
Journal, 


simple.”—Louisville Courier- 





“I wouldn’t trust any man as far as the end of my nose.’ 


“That’s too far to trust any man.” 
“Too near, you mean!"—London Mail. 
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“Ever got any profit out of your garden?” 


A while ago I got sunstroke and annexed $500 from the 


“SETTING Up” - Hemmandhaw — 
What makes you yawn so much? 

Shimmerpate—My setting up exer- 
cises make me weary. 

“What are you doing in the way of 


“Oh, yes. 
Insurance Company.”—London Weekly Telegraph. 
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“Some of the moonshine liquor in 
this region is pretty stout stuff, isn’t 
it?” inquired a tourist in the Ozarks. 

“Tell you what’s a fact,” replied a 
native. “A deaf and dumb feller took 
a horn of it tuther day, hopped six feet 
in the air, popped his heels together 
three times and before he lit, jumped a 
fence as if it was a straw, and went 
tearing off through the scenery, a-hol- 
lerin’ ‘Glory hallelooyer!’ like he’d got 
religion.”"—Kansas City Star. 


LIKE REAL LiFE—The high school 
seniors were rehearsing their class play 
and the bride and bridegroom had come 
on the stage. After their sentimental 
little scene they proceeded to sit down 
ut the breakfast table while the amateur 
comedian did his turn. And straight- 
way the bridegroom grew interested in 
the make-believe food and didn’t even 
look at his bride. Then the director 
grew sarcastic. 

“Here, you bridegroom!” he shouted, 
“what’s the matter? You’re not paying 
any attention to your bride! Are you 
tired of her already?” 

The bridegroom colored and became 
confused. “Oh, I forgot this was a 
play,” he stammered. — /ndianapolis 
News. 


A WARNING—Politicians are kindly 
warned that when the roll is called up 
yonder it won’t be a payroll.—Balti 
more Evening Sun. 


BROTHER WILLIAMS Says: Folks 
what wants ter git in what dey calls 
de “swim” don’t want ter pay de money 
fer de swimmin’ lessons. 

I has seen folks rise so high in dis 
worl’, dey looked mighty small after 
dey got ter whar dey wuz goin’.— 
Atlanta Constitution. 


calisthenics?” 


“Nothing.” 

“Then what do you mean by setting 
up exercises?” 

“Waiting for Mary’s beau to go 


home.”—Youngstown Telegram. 


MARRIED LiIFE—“Do you share your 


-husband’s sorrows?” 


“Yes, he blames me for everything.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Yar—The island of Yap has an area 
of eight square miles. In case of 
the Navy would send a steam shove] 
to take it.—Minneapolis Journal. 


“Hi! 
“Can’t help that! 


war 


he 
en . << 

The tramp chemmbled after the 
smartly dressed man carrying a pros- 
perous looking bag. 

“Give us a couple of coppers, guv- 
nor!” he pleaded. “Just somethin’ to 
get some bread. Think wot it is ter 
be friendless, despised, ’ated by all—” 

“Shut up, you fool!” said the man 
with the bag. “I’m an income tax col- 
lector.”"—Answers (London). 


SUFFICIENT—F riend Wife—What do 
you men know about women’s clothes? 

Friend Hubby —The price.—Grand 
Rapids Ne is, 
-~-Husband 


SAME HERE -The Orienta!s 


have a curious custom of taking off 
their shoes before entering the house. 

Wife—The men in this country do 
the same when they come home at 2 


a.m.—Detroit News. 


HARMLESS—He—I'd like to know 
what you mean by getting engaged to 
Tom and me at the same time. 

She—Why, there’s no harm in it. 
Neither of you can afford to marry 
me, you know.—Boston Transcript. 


DRASTIC AcTION—“Was there any 
difficulty in dispersing the mob that 
had assembled at the jail?” inquired 
a guest. 


“None whatever!” replied the land- 
lord of the Pruntytown tavern. “The 
mayor just set Constable Spraddler to 
shooting at a stray dog.”—Aansas City 
star. 


Not THERE—A Toledo man is adver- 
tising to find his wife, who he says 
wears rolled stockings and has a bird 
and rose tattooed just below her right 
knee. Ike Van Quentin, one of our 
most authoritative men-about-town, 
says she is not in Kansas City.—Aansas 
City Star. 








You haven't loaded your gun!” 
If I don’t shoot now I shall miss him!” 
—Kasper (Stockholm). 
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JUDGE pays $10 weekly for the best story submitted for this page, and $5 for the second 


best. All others at regular rates. 





First Prize 

SAM’sS STRIKE—A colored man 

named Sam had worked for his 
boss about five years, and in that 
time he had just about run 
things. His good friend Ben 
said to him one day: 

“Now, Sam, you have worked 
up there and made your boss 
rich. You ought to ask for more 
money, or else you quit. You 
just go up there and tell him: 
‘Look here, boss, you pay me 
more or else.’” 

Sam tried his friend’s advice 
while sweeping the next morn- 
ing. He began, ‘Say, boss, you’ll 
have to gib me mo’ money fo’ dis 
job.” 

“Well, Sam, I’ll see about it,” 
replied the boss. 

“See about nothin’, 
mo’ or else.” 

“Pay more or else? Else 
what?” The boss’s eyes flashed, 
and his tone was sharp. 

Sam’s eyes blinked as he de- 
tected his boss’s anger, and in a 
soft voice he replied, “Else I 
wuck for de same money.”—V. 
I. Mosley. 


you pay 











Second Prize 

A WEIRD SUGGESTION—A party of 
men were drinking and talking in a 
saloon. One of the men had traveled 
a great deal, and liked to talk about 
it. He was telling the others all 
about where he had been and what 
he had seen. 

An old toper who was stand- 
ing near sipping his whiskey 
heard the traveler talk, and 
easing up to him tapped him 
on the back and said: “My 
friend, have you ever had the 
D.T.’s?” 


“Why, no,” replied the talk- 


ative one. “Why do you 
ask?” 
“Well, then you ain’t ever 


been anywhere or seen any- 
thing,” replied the old toper 
as he walked off.—M. 
Lyon. 





DANNY CALLS THE NEWS—A dis- 
cussion once arose between a wealthy 
New Yorker and a British sportsman 
as to the relative efficiency of the 
noisy American newsbey and his 
stolid English cousin. 

“I'll bet you even money,” said 
the American, “that my newsy can 
go to England and outsell your boy 
on his own corner.” 

“Taken,” answered the confident 
Britisher. 

Ten days later little Danny 
O’Brien received his armful of 
papers and began to get busy on a 
crowded London corner. Twenty feet 
away was Wally Stackhouse, the en- 
try of the British sportsman. The 
two gamblers stood across the street. 

In two minutes a milling crowd 
was fighting to buy from Danny, 
while Wally 
stood alone on 
the — 
“My word!” e 
claimed the Brit. 
isher. “What’s 
the secret of 
this?” They 
strolled across 
the street to see. 

“Big social 
affair at the 
palace!” cried 
Wally. “Read 
about it! Big 
social affair!” 

A more sensa- 
tional call came 
from Danny. 
“Big surgical 





R. Drawn by R. J. HOLINGREN. 


Objection overruled. 


24 























Original, unpublished humorous stories only are wanted. 


operation on the king!” he yelled, 
raucously. ‘Read about it!” 

“Here! Here!” interrupted the 
excited Britisher. ‘“There’s no such 
news as that!” 

“Whatcher talkin’ about, you big 
mutt?” flashed Danny. “Don’t you 
see the big headlines, “King’s Fete 
Comes Off To-night?” 


Tom’s REASON—Negro garbage 
collectors in Cleveland recently sent 
a delegation to ask the Public Serv- 
ice Director for increased wages. 
The spokesman dwelt at length upon 
the unpleasant features of the work. 

“Tom, I believe you've been in the 
garbage department for about ten 
years,” the Director said after listen- 
ing patiently. “Now, if the work is 
so unpleasant and the pay so poor, 
why have you stayed at it all 
this time?” 

“Mistah Director,” inquired 
the spokesman, “wasn’t yo’ 
formerly a membah of City 
Council?” 

“Yes, for two terms. 

“An’ then yo’ wuz denomi- 
nated to your present office?” 

“Yes, the mayor appointed 
me five years ago.” 

“Now, Mistah Director, do 
yo’ feel that yo’ work is easy 
an’ yo’ salary enough?” 

“Of course I might make 
more money by returning to 
the practice of law. But to be 
a Director of this great city 
means much to me. I value 
the office because it brings me 
honor and personal prestige.” 

“Dat’s it, Mistah Director. 
Dat’s it, exactly. Dat’s w’y I 
keeps on bein’ a garbage col- 
lectah.” 


” 


CLANDESTINE — A woman 
asked her maid-servant to mail 
several letters for her, and 
afterward learned that two of 
them had not been addressed. 

“Why did you mail them, 
Hulda?” 

“Why, I t’ot you maybe 
didn’t vant anny vun know who 
t’ey for,” was the frank reply. 




















Leslies Week 




















*‘News that Makes us Think”’ 


Commencing with the current issue, December 3rd, LESLIE = 


WEEKLY returns to its pre-war price of 10c¢ a copy. 


This change in price represents, simply, the belief of its publishers that normalcy 
begins at home and that the best way to preach price reduction and the restoration 


of prosperity is by example. 


Lesuiz’s WeeKLY wants to be included on that honor roll of things that are 
selling now on a pre-war basis, and that are doing more than all the talk to speed 


up the return to old-time, wholesome conditions. 


To reduce price is one thing; to maintain quality is another. Lesiie’s WEEKLY 
contains, to-day, more of value to the reader than ever before in its long and 
valuable history. As the oldest illustrated weekly newspaper in the United 
States, it is devoted to “news that makes us think’’—and the kind, also, that 
makes us smile, and weep, and swear, and glow. We all know that truth is 
often stranger than fiction. It can also be more stimulating and entertaining, 
when told by the writers, pictured by the cameras or illustrated by the artists 


that are making Lesie’s even more famous every week. 


And Les.ir’s contains fiction, too, gripping serials and really short stories, 
unusual of plot, full of dramatic suspense, each one a strong, swift stimulus to the 


imagination. Then there are the Departments— Motor, Financial, Vocational. 


LesLIE's covers in full color, reproductions of the paintings of leading American 
artists and Les.ir’s inside color pages have established a new high standard in 


American magazine production. 


We are told: “it is the best weekly published,” “it certainly is a victorious 


come back”’—probably you will agree. 


It now costs only 10c to get acquainted with the new Lesiin’s WeEKLy—the 


magazine for live Americans. 
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WITH THE CVLLEGE WITS 











Irrepressible, Joyous, Irresponsible 


They Passed 

\ R. EDISON recently adminis- 
. tered the following test to a 
thousand college men: 

1. Give the name, age, habitation 
of eight chorines in this nation. 

2. What’s the latest style in ties? 

3. When a girl makes goo-goo eyes 
would a kiss be taking chances? 

4. Do you know your friend’s 
finances? 

5. What’s the odds on Dempsey 
winning? 

6. Give the smoothest line for 
chinning. 

7. Who played quarter in ’08? 

8. Does a “full house” beat a 
“straight”? 

9. What’s a “natural”? 
“flush”? 

10. Give ten synonyms for mush. 

Everybody received a hundred per 
cent.—Dartmouth Jack O’Lantern. 


What's a 


Efficiency 
“Don’t muss my hair,” 
cry 
As we'd sit in the parlor, 
But since she’s had it bobbed off 
short 
There is no cause to holler. 
—Washington Sun Dodger. 


she used to 


An Old Friend 
She—Is there a departed spirit 
with whom you would like to com- 
municate?” 
He (eagerly )—Yes. 
“Who?” 
“Johnnie Walker.” 


—Texas Scalper. 





me As \o 


Frosh— What times does Chapel 
start? 
Soph—Right before breakfast. 
—Yale Record. 








The Wise Virgin ' Trims Her al 
—Georgia Cracker. 


Long Distance 

Sambo, in heaven, had just got 
Rastus, far below, on the asbestos 
Ouija Board: 

“Hello, Rastus. 
along?” 

“Oh, I’se havin’ a fine time. Don’t 
haf to work much; jest shovel in 
some coal now and then. How you- 
all?” 

“T’se workin’ purty hard. We haf 
to sweep up de clouds, pull in de 
stahs, switch on de light, an’ give 
de ole sun a shove every mornin’.” 

“How come you all have so much 
work to do?” 

“Well, sah, to tell the truth, we’re 
kinda short o’ help up heah.”—Chi- 
cago Phoenix. 


How you gettin’ 


To Avoid the Rush 
“Last evening, sir, I distinctly 
saw my daughter sitting in your 
lap. What explanation have you to 
make?” 
“I got here early, sir; before the 
others.”—Carolina Tar Baby. 


°F" 


Cool Enough 


Fussy Old Lady—“I want two good 
seats for this afternoon in the cool- 
est part of the house.” 

Ticket Agent—All right, madam, 
here are two in Z row.”—Mass. Tech. 
Voo Doo. 


Within the Law 


Awgwan—How was your party last 
night? 

Mugwump—Wonderful; the cook 
used to work for a revenue officer.— 
Stanford Chaparral. 


Pronunciation 

Teacher—How do you pronounce 
that word? 

Simpson—It is pronounced like 
the “m” in fish. 

“Why, there’s no ‘m’ in fish.” 

“Sure—mackerel.” 

—Mass. Aggie Squib. 


Terrible! 
There was a young lady quite rich, 
Who heard funny noises at which 
She took off her hat, 
And found that her rat 
Had fallen asleep at the switch. 
—Boston Beanpot. 

















FOOTBALL TERMS 
No score for the visiting team and 
five minutes left to play. 
—Chicago Phoenix. 
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This head clipped from JUDGE counts 5 points 


Rules of the Contest: 

1. Each smiling face clipped from any 
magazine or newspaper advertise- 
ment will count as a point in JupGr’s 
National Smile Week Contest. To 
the persons who send the largest num- 
ber of smiling faces clipped from any 
magazine or newspaper advertise- 
ment published on or before midnight, 
February 12th, the following cash 
prizes will be given: 


Largest number... .. $500 .00 
Second largest. . . 250.00 
Third. .. 100.00 
Fourth 50.00 
Next ten, each. .. . 10.00 


2. Clippings made from now on, from 
any newspaper or magazine adver- 
tisement, either current or back num- 
bers (no more than five points will be 
allowed from any one advertisement 
may be entered. The same adver- 
tisement in any magazine or newspa- 
per may be used but once by any 
competitor. 

3. Clippings must be mailed on or befor 
midnight of February 13th, 1922, when 
the contest closes. Don’t send any 
clippings until you send them all. 

4. This contest is open to you whether 
you are a subscriber to JUDGE or not. 
It is not necessary that you buy the 
magazine in order to enter the con- 
test. 

5. Employees, or members of the fami- 
lies of the employees of the Leslie- 
Judge Company are barred from this 
contest. 

6. Checks will be mailed to the winners 

as soon as the winners are determined 





In the event of ties, prizes identical 
in character with that offered will be 
given to each of those so tying. 





The names of the winners will be pub- 
lished in a number of JcpGeE issued 
during April, 1922. 

Address all clippings, with the total 
number of faces indicated on each 
package to “Chairman, JupGr’s Na- 
tional Smile Week Committee,” 627 
West 43d Street, New York City. 
Clippings will not be returned. All 
inquiries regarding this contest should 
be addressed to the Chairman accom- 
panied by a stamp for reply. 





$1000.00 


for Smiling Faces! 


Here is JUDGE’S National Smile Week 
Girl—drawn for the occasion by James 
Montgomery Flagg, the famous illustrator. 


OU’LL see this charming young girl’s face quite often 
during JuDGE’s Smile Campaign—and whether you 
find her in JupGe, or in Lesiie’s WEEKLY or in 

Firm Fux—or in any other advertisement in any magazine 
or newspaper anywhere—capture her for your smile col- 
lection. 


On this page we again give the simple rules of the contest 
together with a few answers to questions that are being 
asked by contestants. 


If you are not certain about any point, write us and enclose 
a stamp for reply. 


The response to JupGE’s National Smile Week campaign is 
overwhelming. 

It looks like everybody in the United States was just wait- 
ing for JUDGE to say, “Look pleasant, please.” In clubs, in 
Pullman trains, over thousands of breakfast tables—smiles 
predominate—and the topic of the day is 


JUDGE’S 
National Smile Week 
February 5th to 12th, 1922 














Answers to the Questions of Contestants: 


Must I give the names of the advertisers count? No—only faces clipped from 
or the titles of the magazines or newspa- magazine or newspaper advertisements. 
pers from which clippings are made? 

Clip just enough to show it is an adver- May I submit faces clipped from my local 
tisement. newspaper? Certainly—and ask your 


local firms to use smiling faces in their 


May I paste the clippings in a blank book adieaiitiemiteniie. 


and number them? Yes. A very good 


plan. _ , 
May I use faces of different advertise- 


Do smiling faces from catalogs or books ments for the same company? Yes 
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To You e— 


Made of Imported Havana 
T icadura from our own pian- 
tations in Cuba—same quality 
to’ accousedin I1Sccigars. They 
are not pretty, no bands or dec- 
orations, but you don't smoke 
looks. Customers call them 

“Diamonds in the Rough”’ 


Send money with order or pay 
on arrival. 


None Sold After Jan. 
1, 1922, at This Price 


a rs 


Money refunded if you don't 
receive at least double value. 
TO EACH purchaser of 100 
Edwin’s Genuine Hava~a 


rivilege of ordering for 
$i. 25 additional one of 
Edwin’s**SAMPLE CASES”’ 
containingonesamplecigar 
eachof our 12 Best Sellers— 
ali Bargain Values—priced 
upto $30.00 per 100. Include 
this in your order—it’s the 
biggest sample value ever 
offered. 
When ordering specify mild, 
medium, or strong. Your check 
accepted. Our references, Dun 
or Bradstreet's or any Bank. 

When ordering peemse men- 
tion Judge. hank You. 


EDWIN CIGAR CO 


2338-40 THIRD AVE. 











NEW YORK CITY. 


A Different Matter 





Butler—The owner of the ball that | 
is here and | 


broke the window, sir, 
wants to pay for the damage. 

Mr. Bill Homer—Oh, tell the boy 
it won’t cost him anything. I used 
to play ball myself. 

“But it’s a man, 
golf ball.” 

“A man? A _ golf ball? 
fifteen dollars.” 


Bad Luck 


“You have a very careful clerk to 
make out the murriage licenses?” 

“You bet. Nobody wants to start 
off with a blot on his marriage certifi- 
cate. 


Impressed 
“What did you think of Hamlet's 
soliloquy, girlie?” 
“He said a mouthful.” 
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(ee Bee a. 
“Convenient to Everywhere” 


| RITTENHOUSE 
HOTEL 


22d & Chestnut Sts. 


Philadelphia Pa. 


oms hot and ena water S2 UP 


Rooms with bath &3.50 UP : 


Club Breakfast. 50c up | 





ey =) 











Special Luncheon. 90c 
Evening Dinner. $1.25 le 
Ae well as service a la carte } 


RY see avery 





















NO MORE THAN !00 ATE 
THIS PRICE TO ONE SMOKER | 


Seconds, we will extend the | 


sir, and it was a | 


Tell him | 








The Beggar 


Look Before You Leap! 


By GRANDE RIVERS 
| KNEW a lad in olden times 
Not satisfied at home, 

He sold the lands his father left, 
In foreign parts to roam, 

Forever seeking newer fields 
In quest of hidden gold, 

3ut never ling’ring very long 
3ecause his feet grew cold! 


Solid 14-k Green Gold, 
ierced. The fine brilliant 
Jiamond is set in solid 


$8 933 3 CASH OR 
m= CREDIT 

Proportionate reductions /fR 

on all other rings at $75, /\AaJ 

00, $150, 4 

\ $200, and up. Y 

save one-third. 


Wrist. Watches $15 / 
up. Men's Watches 
$17.50 up. 


Bargain 

alog today. & 
Credit terms # 

fully fh 
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SEXUAL 
KNOWLEDGE—; 


By WINFIELD ‘scort HALL. OM. D., Ph.D. 
EX FACTS MADE PLAIN 
“wnat every young man and 
Every young woman should know 
What every young husband and 
Every young wife should know 








$1.00 





The man who bought the ancient 
farm, 
Dug down into the soil 
And struck a gusher there, by gosh! 
| Five thousand bar’ls of oil; 
He now has eighteen motor cars, 
Smokes camels by the pair, 
The neighbors point him out with 
pride— 
The Greasy Millionaire! 





| 


Is still upon the go, 
| Dodging debts and wishing yet, 
| Life is strange you know! 
| The moral of this tale for boys 
Is “Look before you leap!” 
| One cannot tell what lies beneath 
Except by digging deep! 


| The lad who sold the worn out dirt 


\ Social Benefactor 


Howard—What good are you at a 
party? 

Coward—I can talk to the people 
who can’t sing and want to sing, and 
prevent ‘em from doing it. 





What every parent should know 

aid 

Beste plain 0th binding-—320 pages—many illustrations 
wrapper. Table of contents, A... . mmendations, 


“nt Winston Bidg., Phila. 





AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY, 














Times Change 

Willis—In the old days a girl 
brought her beau in to her parents 
and said, “Here’s the man I would 
like to marry.” 

Gillis—And now? 

“Now she brings him in and says, 
‘Here’s the guy I married.’” 


Very Likely 
“Times have changed. To-day we 
wouldn’t bow down to Alexander the 
Great.” 
“Indeed not. In fact, some smart 
paper would probably have him writ- 
ing for it.” 


Suspicious 
“Why do you think that Mrs. New- 
leigh is trying to get you to marry 
her daughter?” 
“She keeps the kid brother so well 
away from us.” 




















“Hang on tight, Jim! 
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Don't let the critter  eew cent” 
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| BAD 
BREAKS 
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HAIRLESS KIsSSES—“‘Nor will mi- 
lady turn BALD LIPS upon the in- 


truder. Her own eyelashes, such as 
they are, will be still in place.” 
—Ranger (Texas) Daily Times. 


Gladys Maddolks.) 


A Hot HEero—“ ‘I'll be right over,’ 
I said. I jumped into my ROASTER 
and BURNED UP the road to the hos- 
pital.”"—Detective Story Magazine. 
(2. D. Edson.) 


BAIT FOR BURGLARS—“John S. Cor- 
less is the CHEESE of police and he 
has assisting him one of the finest 
aggregations of eagle eyed sleuths 
ever gathered together.”—Salt Lake 
City (Utah) Telegram. (Frank A. 
Seifert.) 

DEAD BuT INDIFFERENT—‘Spend- 
ing his time reading a Bible, and 
studying the English language, the 
Chinaman MURDERED in the Berks 
county prison does not seem to realize 
that he may soon die.”—Reading 
(Pa.) News-Times. (Geo. D. Eshel- 
man, ) 

LIKE THE POET’s GIFT—“‘Mr. Joyce 
fidgeted about when pinned down to 
the details of his income, occasion- 
ally wiping his BORN rimmed specta- 
cles and fanning himself with his 
straw hat.’—New York Herald. 
(Harry Friedman.) 


GAS STEPPERS—“The river broke | 


loose at 7:05 o’clock Friday night, 
and PEDESTRIANS in AUTOMOBILES 
caught in the torrent, deserted their 
machines to seek sheiter.”—Colorado 
Springs Gazette. (Edwin Magruder.) 


Louis’ GREAT STUNT—“Louis Fon- 
taine gave the spectators a real thrill 
when his car turned turtle on the 
north turn of the track HANGING ON 
THE EDGE OF THE HEADS of hundreds 
cf persons. None were hurt.”—Utica 
(N. Y.) Daily Press. (John Wright.) 


SIGNS OF GENIUS—“At the end of 
fifteen minutes however, the oper- 
ation was completed and the boy was 
taken from the operating room to re- 
cover from the anaesthetic. Last 
night he was showing improvement 











Works of the Western Electric Company; the manufacturing department of the Bell System 


Economical Equipment 


Forty years ago the manage- 
ment of the Bell Telephone System 
organized for a supply of the ap- 
paratus which it foresaw would be 
required in the development of its 
new industry—telephone service. 


The telephone in some countries 
is the luxury of the rich, but in 
America it is used by practically all 
the people. This universal service 
is due in large measure to foresight 
in engineering and manufacture. 


Switchboards with millions of 
parts, other apparatus of highest ef- 
ficiency, and all necessarily of com- 
plex and intricate design, cables 
and wires and a multitude of tech- 
nical devices enable our country to 
lead the world in telephone service. 


All this telephone equipment is 


inade in a factory which is recog- 
nized throughout the world as hav- 
ing the largest production and the 
highest standards of workmanship 
and efficiency. 


This factory, controlled through 
stock ownership by the American 
Telephone and Telegraph Com- 
pany, has been for forty years the 
manu facturing department of the 
Bell System; with the result that 
the associated companies secure 
equipment of the highest develop- 
ment, made of the best materials, 
produced in accordance with the 
requirements of the public, and 
with the certainty of moderate costs. 


Economy in the Bell System 
begins with the manufacture of 
equipment. 


“BELL SYSTEM” 








Where Suspicion Pointed 


AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 


One Policy, One System, Universal Service, and all directed 
toward Better Service 


Sounds the Same 


and had a TEMPERAMENT of 291-2 and |. Mrs. Brown—One of our bed sheets Seller of Oil Stock—Well, don’t 
‘ : ces . te is missing, Henry. ed you want to buy it? { 
a pulse of 110. He was permitted to Brown—I trust you didn’t accuse Cautious Tightwad—Nope, I don’t 





have orange juice and cracked ice.” 
—New Haven Register. (Joe Lan- 
der.) 


THE SUPERNATURAL WIFE—‘“As IS 
NATURAL, this beautiful little lady 
is the wife of Bernard Dunning, the 
latter a director and actor of note.”— 
Los Angeles Close-Up. (Ray W. 
Frohman.) 





the washerwoman of embezzlement? 
“Why?” 
“The chances are that our son Wil- 
liam’ and his cohorts have organized 
a junior Ku Klux Klan.” 


The Big Scene 
According to the Director—The one 
in which appeared 400 horses and 
3,000 people. According to the Star— 
A 70-foot close-up of himself. 


29 





want to bite! 











Cuticura Soap 
Will Help You 
Clear Your Skin 


Soap, Ointment,Talcum, 25c.everywhere. Samples 
toon at Cuticura Laboratories, Dept. 7, Malden, Mass. 

















Your HOME 








25Cal. reg 

tion blue ste el 
AUTOMATIC 
REVOLVER 


Regular Pric?2250 


OUR PRICE 
While they last 


Keep one of these safety revolvers in your home and 
be fully protected against burglars, thieves and hold 
up men. It's a terrible fright to wake up in the night- 
hear noises down stairs or in the next room—and real- 
ize ous neglect hasleft you wholly UNPROTECT aK 

Buy one, t these revolvers and be always FULLY 
PROTECTED. Handsome blue steel gunmetal fin- 
ish. Hs ey DOUBLE SAFETY and is practically 
“FOOL-PROOF™ against accidents Perfect grip 
accurate aim. Rifled barrel, hard rubbered checkered 
grips, safety lever. Holds 7 cartridges. Small, com- 
pact, lies flat and will not bulge ous pocket SHOOTS 
rHE FAMOUS COLT AUTO CARTRIDGES. 


SEND NO MONEY 


Order today Just send your name and address 
and say which revolver you want 


coorensseataivusal 


No. 300 is 25 calibre, 
price $22.50 

Our price 

as above only 


No. 3504. Same styl 
Regular price 


32 calibre. Seven shots 
25.00. Our price only 


No. 700 is larger size, 32 calibre mil 


7 ‘shot. Regular 39 75 
itary model, to shot, extra magazine 
FREE (worth $1.50.) Regular price 


$25.00. Our special price only 


No §6. 25 calibre genuine Mauser The only 25 cal 
ibre revolver that shoots ten shots $ 
Blue steel finish Value $35.00. Our 


*15* 


No. 4000. 30 cal. genuine eeneaal Luger Don't 
be misled by agun that looks like a Luger. We are 
selling this wonderful world famed gun at such ridic 

iene low prices because of our ability to purchase 
in quantities The Luger shoots 9 shots. Has auto 
matic magazine ejector It is the latest model with 


geeety attachment $98.50 


wiar value up to $00.00 
Sn white they last, only 
Order this bargain today Write 
clearly your name, address and the Number of the 
Revolver you want to order. SEND NO CASH 
We ship by return mail Pay Postman, on arrival, 
our price, plus postage Send for free catalogue 


Paramount Trading Co. 
34 West 28th St. NEW YORK CITY 


No. 86. 32 calibre. Shoots 9 shots. 
Blue gtee! finish. Value $40.00. Our 
price only 


Our spe- 


Don't wait. 

















W ho Giveth This Woman? 


Howard—Where does Schuyler get 
sO many wives? 

Jay—They’re 
gifts. 


duplicate 


Its Original Use 


wedding- | 


North—Do you think home life has | 


any influence on industrial conditions? 
West—Sure. Look at the “Safety 
First” campaign! 


Problem 


Here is a knotty problem 
Which we for long have nursed: 
How can we make our money last 
Unless we make it first? 











eo Yen a Mason? 
What Book Do You Want Mosi? 
We Have It. 


Send for a complete catalo; ~~ of 
Masonic books, jewelry and sup- 
plies. 


REDDING & COMPANY 








Dept. X 200 Filth Ave., New York City 











“He Shook His Head” 


A Boast Qualified 


Boaster—America has the champion- 
ship of everything. 

Alien— Yes, even the 
thirst. 


champion 


Where They Went 

Grandma (to Willie, age seven)— 
Well, how did you children spend your 
holiday? 

Willie—Aunt May took Edna to 
Jersey on the Hudson Tube and Daddy 
took me to the Bronx on the bron- 
chial tube. 


Very Obvious 


Kale—Did she marry him for love 
or money? 

Roks—Love, of course. 
lege professor. 


He’s a col- 


The Unfailing Sign 
Rub—Jenks is in debt. 


Dub—What kind of a car does he 
own? 


The Useless Rejected 
Agatha—Did she marry a title? 
Harriett—Yes, and divorced what 


went with it. 





“You have a nerve to suggest my taking you into partnership. 


the idea?” 


















rie NON- ract 


HERE is enough 
concentrated ex- 
tract in each of these 
little bottles to make 
it full quart of de- 
licious non-alcoholic 
liqueur. 


Imported from Nan- 
cy, France, in twenty 
flav ors. Only 35 cents, 


“Original Recipes” 
—our new booklet, 
sent free upon re- 
quest. 


JKouquir; 


CResteurene & Wine Go. 
West B'way, N. 


Local Distributors Desired 





Bese pour I litre 





astrat est cbten: por lad.s- 
viadon de Framborses 10. hued con 
led montagnes des Vases 23 garam 















The Modern Buccaneer 
By JOHN PARSONS 


SING not of the Spanish Main 
Nor roving buccaneers. 
I scorn; I scoff in deep disdain 
Those ten-cent financeers. 


O sing no more of Captain Kidd 
Nor buried chests of gold. 
The meager pile that piker hid, 

I would not care to hold. 


Of Long John Silver sing no more; 
I hate such low-brow sports. 
Just three miles from the Volstead 
shore 
My gold-lined craft disports. 





What’s 


“Wouldn’t you rather have your daughter marry your partner than your 


clerk?” 




















An Overdose 


A professor in a medical school 
asked a student: “What is a dose of 
croton oil?” 

The student replied: “A teaspoon- 
ful.” 

The professor said 
looked at his watch. The work of 
the class went on. Some minutes 
later the student who had replied at- 
tracted the professor’s attention and 
exclaimed: “Oh, Professor, I made an 
error. A dose of croton oil is one 
drop.” 

The professor quietly looked at his 
watch and drily remarked: “Yes, and 
your patient has been de id just twelve 
minutes.” 


nothing but 


Ominous 


“I fear the repairs are going to run 
up on your car.” 

“Why so?” 

“I was at the shop and they had 
two men working on it.” 

“Two men?” 

“Both expert bookkeepers.” 


Another If 
If wishes were horses, every normal 
human would be a walking livery 
stable. 








“ 

















Light Housekeeping 


“But, Charles, what will we do if 
the landlord refuses to give us a 
lease?” 


“Oh, we have a kitchen cabinet and 

a portable garage. We'll get along.” 

Yea, Boes! 
By 

BATTELL LOOMIS 


‘THe: 


In rows 


pose 








In pews, 

In rues. 

Who goes, 
He knows 
They daze, 
The fays! 
Their eyes 























U 














Are wise, 
Their ways 
Amaze, 
Their shoes 
Amuse; 
Yet kiss 

A miss— 
Get this— 
Amiss, 
And those, 
Her foes, 
Will phrase 
Your praise; 
While these 
Who rise 




















To please 
The shes, 
Outcries 
Shall raise 
For days 
and days. 

















A Tragedy of Saturday Night 





So 
Don’t become an 
aviator, cagey 
be, my boy— 
Or some Ellen 
soon will make 
your life an 
empty joy. 


Pn oe ee 


( ioing Too Far 
Alice—Gladys is a queer girl. 
Virginia—How’s that? 

“She told George he might kiss her 
if he could catch her.” 

“Well?” 

“She really ran!” 


kver Try It? 
“Is the Subway always as crowded 
as this?” asked the out-of-town visitor. 
“Oh, no,” said the New Yorker. 
“The reason it is so jammed just now 
is because a lot of people are going 
home early to avoid the rush.” 


The Tyrant 


Rastus — Who-all’s_ boss in yoah 
home? 
Finney—Boss? Boss? Why, nig- 


gah, Ah makes mah wife do evahthing 
she wants to! 








Insist / 
Insist! 
Insist! 
on it by name 


PISO’ 


SAFE AND SANE 
for Coughs and Colds 


This syrup is different from all others 
Pleasant —gives quick relief. Contains 
no opiates—good for young and old 


35¢ per bottle everywhere 











“STAMMERING| 


lfs Gause and Gre ** 

l ired if you stammer. Send 10 
288 page cloth bound book on 
id Stuttering. It tells how I eured my- 
d Stuttering for 20 years 


elf after ering and 
BENJAMIN N. BOGUE, 3211 Bogue Building, 1147 W. Hl, St.Jadlanapelis 5 
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Sta 
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Oy itnare 


of its kind in the world! 

ALO STUDIES— 
the Art Edition De Luxe, by 
Albert Arthur Allen, are 
photographic creations of the 
nude, blending the purity and 
charm of youth amid luxuri- 
ant settings of nature. 


Thirty-two full page, wonder- 
fully clear, large 
sized reproduc- 00 
tions, art paper in 
gold, postpaid 


cALLEN ArT StTvupios 
4106 Broadway , Oakland, Cal, U.S.A, 
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Every Married Couple 


>» contempl 


ate mar 


ow ‘Should ‘Own 








npiete informative bo k 
uw 
SCIENCE Ba Si f a New Life” 
‘ela e Science of a New Life 
\ 
, By JOHN COWAN, M. D. 

N EW 408- pages -illustrated 
Endorsed and recommended by foremost 
medical and religious critics throughout 

the t 8 nfolds the secrets of 
married happiness, so often revealed 
Special Offer too late. We can give only a few of 
ap price the chapter bjects here as this book 
ie $3.00 in order is not meant for children 
to introduce ti Marriage and Its Advantaces Age at Which ¢ 
werk int as many Marry. Law of eo I Analyzed. Q 
neighborhoods as ties Owe Should Avoid in Choosing Anat 
possible we wi Rensuductios Sennafvenenn wena 6 
send one copy f 
E dition .~ * ~ Pregnar ‘ ement TW! 
reader of this Mag LIGH EEP. Nursing. How a Happy Mar 
azine, postpaid ut I ve 
onreceipt of $2.00 Deser ¢ circular with table of contents 
malied FREE, 











J.S. Ogilvie Publishing Co. 





64 Rose Stre>t 


New York City | 





We shall notonly show you 
but will supply everythin 
need for the job, and giv 


others are doing by 
scription representatives for I 


Street, New York City. 





Turn Your Spare 
Time Into Cash 


special help and co-operation 
all without expense to you. 


If you have an earnest desire to make 
some extra money, let us tell you what 
acting as sub- 
eslie’s 
Weekly, Judge and Film Fun. 


Address Desk 1, Agency Department, 
Leslie- Judge Company,627 Wes 


i how, 
£ you 
e you 


t 43rd 











Ks ieimmirtites 


ican TEACH Le Fox-Trot, One-Step, Two-Step, 
altz and newest‘ to-the-minute’’ society dances 
in a few hours--at Nat in private by the wonderful 
Peak System of Mail Instruction 
REMARKABLE NEW METHOD. Easy--fascinating. 


-no partner 





Results Guaranteed No music 
needed. Thousans taught success 
Write me today for my Lo, atin « tree book! Spe 


cial low offer if answer at 
ia CHANDLER PEAK, 


4737 Broadway "Enicage, um. 


Studio 176 








CLIPPING BUREAU 
ROMEIKE’ S 5 ae — md you all newspaper clip- 


pings which may appear about you, your friends 
on which you may want to be “‘up-to-date."" I 
er periodical of importance in the United States 


searched. Terms §7.50 for 100 clippings. 
HENRY ROMEIKE 
106-110 Seventh Avenue 


orany subject 
very newspaper 
and Europe is 


New York 








Are American Business Men 
Growing Up? 
(Continued from page 8) 


those needy authors whose subsequent 
flights have not brought them limou- 
sines and country estates. One gathers, 


' from a perusal of these confessions, 


that most authors begin to itch before 
they get their trouser legs down or 
their hair up, as the case may be. 
Consider the genesis of Booth Tark- 
ington’s first effort—a poem. “Some- 
thing had made me _ melancholy—I 
think it was discipline.”” Gelett Bur- 
gess, at a tender age, got a friend to 
write to the Boston Transcript’s 
“Notes and Queries,” asking for the 
author of a certain poem. The next 
week Burgess wrote saying Frank 
Gelett Burgess was the author, and 
quoting the poem. Of course, the 
Transcript had to print it. Well, it 
has printed worse ones since! 
The book is amusing, and if you buy 
a copy you'll help a worthy cause. 
Turns Asout Town By Robert Cortes Holli- 
day Geo. H. Doran Co., N. Y 
Rovine East AND Roving WEsT. By E. V 
Lueas. Geo. H. Doran Co., N. Y 
My MAtwen Errcrt. By 125 American Authors. 
Doubleday, Page & Co. 


\ propos 
Alice—Why did you name the baby 
Bill? 
Virginia—He was born at a sum- 


| mer resort hotel. 





Germane Query 
By WitBuR M. MYERs 


OW, when microbe, germ, 
lus, 
Are combined with aim to kill us, 
Tell, oh, tell us, modern sages, 
What folks did in bygone ages; 
Back in ages prehistoric, 
Before hootch or paregoric; 
When there was no henry lizzie; 
Ere the “business man”’ got busy ; 
Long before the age of flivvers, 
Hardened art’ries and bum livers; 
(Movie shows with “thrills” and 
shivers) 
When all sports were sports bucolic : 
Long ere JUDGE caused fun and frolic; 
Were there germs then, plotting, 
planning 
To accomplish our unmanning? 
Though we’re unlearned, sir or 
madam, 
We guess e’en old Adam had ’em. 


bacil- 


Only Two 
Howard—There are only two types 
of wives. 
Jay—Name ’em. 
“Those who make you spend your 
money, and those who make you save 
a 


” 


— have I acquired the proper smoker’s attitude?” — 


ou have—and also, his particular chair. 


a? 





























““My dear—you've no idea 
—atsles jammed—finally 
located my counter—so did 
every one else, apparently— 
lost my eyeglasses and temper 
—got there—twenty-two cus- 
tomers for each clerk—and 
they didn’t have what I wanted 
—darn Christmas anyhow!”’ 

“How wunnecessary—used 
to do it myself. Why don't 








>/>\¢ 
© . ' ‘s 
© lolol — bok | you try the Judge way this 


vear—and enjoy Christmas?”’ 














HE ease and convenience of the JUDGE way is worth considering. 
And think of the pleasure your friends will get from a year’s subscrip- 
tion for JUDGE. Fifty-two times this coming year a smiling visitor will 
remind them of your esteem. Not a utility to be worn out or discarded in 
a few short months—not a bit of expensive or decorative nothingness that 
will never aspire to practical usefulness—but a joy-inspiring and anticipated 
weekly event, conveying the true-Christmas spirit throughout the year. 
A subscription for JUDGE on this special Christmas offer embodies all 
the essentials of the ideal gift. It provides entertainment for the recipi- 
ent and since the subscription price 














OTHER CHRISTMAS SUGGESTIONS is $7.00 a year, it is an extremely val- 
Here are alternative offers at special prices 1 
whereby you can send a magazine of fiction, needle- uable present. But we will enter two 
work, music or some other subject of particular a 
interest to the friend you have in mind. annual Su bscriptions for $10.00 and 
These will be mailed to different addresses, if desired any additional orders at $5.00 each, 
Judge... —— ° “ 4 ° 
Judge... #700 $10.00 Leslie's 00 $$11.75 making it inexpensive for you. 
Leslie's Sore $280 Film Fon... 2.00f Sere 225 Tak . f ti 
Judge or Leslie’s for 52 weeks with one year of ake ten minutes oO awe ime 
Etude, McCall’sand Modern Priscilla $8.75 save $3.25 i *hi i : 
Etude, Modern Priscilla and Youth's now and write (or clip) this etter 
Companion. .... ... 000 “* 350 nor 
—v Herald, Pictoriz al Revi iew _ _ ~— JUDGE: Christ list. Send 
Yout Ae 0 ” ere 1S my iristmas st. sen 
cal Youth's Companion. - and each of them the Christmas number 
McCall’s. ... 8.75 “ 3.25 of Judge and fifty-two succeeding 
Modern Priscillaand Pictorial Review w 800 “ ? — of wy heer 2 a = — the 
tud —. “ > olly green throughout the year. 
Pashionable Dres..-............ 750 “ 250 Also mail your handsome “gift 
ee 6.75 “ 2.25 card” so that each on Christmas 
nS ae Sear 6.00 “ 2.00 morning will have an announcement 
a eee 725 “* 2.35 of the subscription as the expression 
Modern Priscilla................ 685 “ 215 of my best wishes for a Merry 
Outers’ Recreation.............. 725 “% 2.25 — and a Prosperous New 
Pictorial Review..............:. fae “" 8 ear. 
Review of Reviews... ...... 800 “ 3.00 Enclosed is my remittance at, your 
Gt. Nicholes.................... O89 * "258 special Christmas rate of $10.00 for 
"= Seer Sas 850 “ 2.50 the first two and $5.00 for each ad- 
Today’s Housewife.............. in * ditional subscription. 
a 0 ere a - = ‘ d d 
ee 8 = 
Youth’s Companion. ..... a —- |hCU Mai your order to ay to 
Judge, two annual subscri tions $10.00. Essh,..., $5.00 b4 
Lea's, Peon Fan, ik, 500 Leslie-Judge Company 
“ “ 7 
Film Fun “ 3.50. sdiitionas 1.75 627 West Forty-third Street, New York City 








Christmas Seal 
Your Christmas Mail 





